1 o Ieade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then* 

Qitee, T his Feelde flnl! hofde me, and To hold your voir 
NorGod nor l delights m periurd men* 

King* Rebuke me not for that which you prouoket 
The vertue ofyour eiemuft breake my oth. 

Quc. Younickname vertue,vice you fbouldhaue fpokei 
Ror vertues office ncuer breaker mens troth. 

Now by my maiden honouryetas pure 
As the vnfallied Lilly I prote/l, 

A worlde of tormentes though I fliould endure 
Iwouldnotyeeldetobeyourhoufcsgueft; * 

So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Ofhcauenly Othcs vowed with integrities 
King* O you haue liuM in defolation heere* 

V nfecne^vnuificed.much to our Ihame. 

Qkcc. Not (o my Lord, it is not (o I fweare, 

Wq haue had paftimes here and plcafanc o'atne* 
Amcfleof^^/^/lcftvs butofJate* ^ 

Kmg. How Madame/’ Rufimt . 

Qnee, I in trueth My Lord. 

Trim gallants, full ofGourtlhrpand offfate^L-^ 

Rofi, Madame fpeake true: It is not jfo my Lord; 

My Ladie(to themaner ofthe dayes) 

In curtefie giues vndeferuing praife* 

Wcfoure in decdeconfrontcd were with fbure* 

In Ruftan habite : heere they flayed an houre. 

And talkt apace : and in that hourc (my Lord) 

They did not bleffe vs withonc happie word. 

I dare not call them fooles; but this I thinke. 

When they are thirftie,foolcs would faine haue drinke* 

Hero, This ieft is drie to me, gentle fweete. 

Your wits makes whethingesfoolifh when wcgrecte 
Wtih eies beft feeing, heauens ficrie eiet 
By light we loofe light, your capacitie 
Is ofthatnaturc, thatto yourhudge ftoore. 

Wife thingcsfeemcfoolifh, and rich thinges but poore* 

Rofi. This proties you wife and rich : for in my eie. 

*Bcro, I am a fo ole, and full of pouertic* 
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"' tailed Lottes Labor’s hji. 

'Rosa. But that you take what doth to you belong. 

It were a fault to lnatch wordes from my tongue. 

Tier, O, I am yours and all that I polTeflc, 

Rofi, All the foole mine. 

Her. I cannot giue you leflc. 

Ros, Which of the Vizards was it that you wore? 

Her, Where, when., what Vizard. ? why demaund you this? 
Kofi. There, then, that Vizard,chat fuperfluous cafe. 
That hid the worfe, and Ihewed the better face. 

King* We were defcried,theyle mock vs now dounright* 
Daman. Let vs confefle and turtle it to a ieft. 
jQaee. Amazde my Lord? Why lookes your highnes lad? 
Kofi. Helpe holde his browes, heele found ; why looke 
you pale? 

Sea fickc I thinke comming from sJWufiauie. 

Hero. Thus poourc the Starres downe plagues for periurie. 
Can anie face of brafle hold longer out? 

Heere ftand l,Ladie dart thy skill at me, 

Brufeme with fcorne,confound me with a flout. 

Thruft “hy Iharpe wit quite through my ignorance, 

Cut me to peeces with thy keenc conceit. 

And I will wiili thee neuer more to daunce. 

Nor neuer more in Rulsian habite waite, 

0 neuer will I truft to Ipeaches pend. 

Nor to the motion of a Schoole-boyes tongue; 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend. 

Nor woo in rime like a blind harpers fongue. 

T afFata phrafes,filken tearmes precife. 

Three pilde Hiberboles,fpruce affe&ion: 

Figures pedanticall, thefe lommcr flies, 

Haueblowne me full of maggot oftentation. 

1 do forfwearethem,and I hereproteft. 

By this white Gloue(how whitethe hand God knowes) 
Hcncefoorthmy wooing mindelhalbe expreft 
Inrufletyeas.andhoneftkerfie noes. 

And to begin Wench,fo God helpe me law. 

My loue to thee is found, fince cracke or flaw, 

Kofi, Sans, fins, I pray you. 

H| Ber, 


